PATCHWORK                                           "A"
and said quite civilly, "I didn't see no one on the
line, sir. Lucky someone saw you and pulled the
cord. You ought to be more careful, sir, in future."
Together, silent and trembling, we climbed back
into our sleeper. As I shut the door I caught sight
of bearer's anxious little face peering out of the
next compartment, but the rest of the train was
asleep after its lunch. It did not matter to anyone
that the train had started and stopped again and then
moved backwards for a quarter of a mile along a
single track. Not a head was pushed out of a
window. In India one doesn't let down one's
mosquito window for nothing. When one is
travelling in India, too, one has a lot of sleep to
make up.
Mary lay down at once. At the next stop bearer
came in and made us tea on a spirit stove perched
on the lid of the basin in our lavatory, and then sat
patiently in our lavatory when he had washed up
the cups for three and a half hours till we stopped
for dinner.
In the dark night, walking again beside the Him
train, I thought of the horrors of being left behind,
unable perhaps even to stop the next train, for,
lightless, how should one be perceived? We both
shivered, I think, in the increasing heat. . . .